MISTRESS        HENLEY

and that I ought not to be a Stranger even in my
own apartment; and from the time that I com-
plained to you of these heavy armchairs and this
sad upholstery they would have prayed you to
give me other chairs and other hangings."

" Give, my dearest life ! " answered Mr. Henley,
" does one then give to oneself? Does half of
oneself give to the other half? Are you not
mistress here? Formerly all this was thought very
fine - "

, formerly" I replied, " but I live now"

" My first wife/' continued Mr. Henley, " liked
this furniture - "

" Ah, good Godl " I exclaimed, " would that
she were still alive! "

" And all this for a cat to whom I have done no
harm! " said Mr. Henley, with a sad and gentle
look, a look of resignation; and he went away.

" No," I cried after him, " it is not the cat."
But he was already far away, and a moment later
I heard him tranquilly giving some orders in the
yard while he mounted his horse,

This composure put me quite beside myself. I
rang. (He had said that I was mistress here.) I
had the armchairs carried into the withdrawing
room, the sofa into a vestibule. I commanded a
lackey to take down the portrait of the first
Mistress Henley, which hung opposite my bed.
" But, Madam/* he said, " Obey me or leave,"
I replied.

He doubtless believed, and so will you, that I
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